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	1. Chapter 1

"Due to the recent tragic events, I have decided to hold my own Selection. 35 girls will be selected at random and join me here at the palace where I will choose myself a wife. I wish everyone good luck."

The cameras turned off at the end of the report, people started coming up to be telling me how brave I was and how my parents are proud of me. I don't see how two dead bodies are proud. Council members wanted me to join a meeting to discus relations with New Asia. From announcing that I'm going to have 35 random girls live with me. to my parents death to politics, I just want to sleep. Ignoring everyone, I walked straight to my Bedroom on the 3rd floor.

That night I dreamed of the Selection. I dreamy of standing on the palaces balcony, all of my insecurities written on my skin whilst I picked 1 random girl from the whole of Illéa to be my wife and rule the kingdom. I couldn't see faces and I had a timer in the back of my mind ticking down to when I would have to make a decision or Illéa would fall. But I'm so tired of doing everything for others. So tired of giving my life up when no body gives their life up for me. I looked out at the millions of girls wanting to be my wife. I looked at the billions of lives looking at me to rule them. That's when I closed my eyes and pictured her. Pictured the girl I thought was perfect. But that's when I had to wake up, reality was calling.

**Hey guys, I decided I wanted to redo my old selection fanfiction so I created this. It will be a SYOC because trying to create 35 different girls with all different personality's is hard. So ill explain the caste system in an intro but for now it still exists. So I need 5 from 2. 6 from 3. 6 from 4. 6 from 5. 5 from 6 and 5 from 7. **

**You can make your character as mean or as sweet as you want but I need detail. **

**Form: **

**Full Name:**

**Age:**

**Hight:**

**Body type:**

**Hair:**

**Face detail: **

**Caste: **

**Family history:**

**Personality:**

**Likes:**

**Dislikes: **

**What are they not good at:**

**Reason for entering: **

**Dress styles: **

**How would they act towards the prince?**

**How do they act towards the other girls?**

**How do they act towards their family?**

**As I get a few girls I will do a chapter doing their introductions until all the girls are introduced. Good luck :) Please read the next chapter to get a glimpse of my writing style and how the rest of the story will look :) **


	2. Chapter 2

**Sophia Celinta, 18, 5.**

To say that Sophia's mother was obsessed was an understatement. If you would ever to have a conversation with her the only thing you would talk about is the royal family. Anything from facts to memorabilia she would know or have. So of course when the new prince was born she started grooming her one and only 2 year old daughter for a selection she was sure would happen.

Being a 2 year old, Sophia thought that her mothers strange attention was normal. Accepting all the weird lessons her mother gave her. Even when she looked out the window and watched the other kids playing together outside, she stayed inside just like her mother asked.

"Now, you remembered all your paperwork?" I nodded. "You brushed your hair and teeth?" I nodded. "Good, I'll be here for when you get back. I love you my little Sophia." I hugged my mother before turning away and started walking down the road towards the pot office.

My mother was a huge fan of the royals and would jump at every chance she can get to meet them, so of course when Prince Rowan's Selection came up my mother already had the paper work sorted. I stood silently in the line at the post office and handed in the paperwork when I got to the front.

"Next." I looked up from where I was standing in line for the picture at the photographer that just called the next girl. He was a fat fellow who had grease stains around his mouth. He looked bored until I came and sat in front of him.

"Why, you look like a princess already. Why don't you give me a big smile and look into the camera. 3, 2, 1" a flash went off that nearly blinded me but I was almost instantly pulled away from the seat. When my eyes adjusted to the lights again I was staring at my face in the camera. My light brown hair was pulled into a messy bun atop my head, the light make-up my mother applied before I left looked perfect and the baby blue dress I had on complimented my skin tone well.

"If you don't get Selected how do you feel about becoming my little Princess?"

**Kim Franwell,19, 7.**

To say that the caste system didn't exist any more was a mistake. Of course they exist. The poor just don't become rich over night and the rich don't just become poorer. That's why I'm left as a farm hand, made to quit school when I was 10, whilst little miss popular became a model just because some old men liked the way she looked. And they were always mean. Always looking down on someone just because they didn't have enough money as them, or didn't dress the same as them or practically wasn't them. Secluded in their own little world. Just like the royals.

I don't particularity hate them its just that they are obnoxious, self centred, only care about the rich and themselves. Yes they can start projects that help sevens like me get a proper education and a hand to find a job but after its started it keeps its funding for a few months then just gets forgotten about and left for the junkies with no home to squat in.

And then there is the bloody Selection. Every generation has one and its the same as the last a 'Random' selection of 35 girls gets taken to the palace, they get a make over and meet the prince and go on dates and then the ones he doesn't like gets to go home with an elevated status and some cash to keep them on their merry way. But its a load of bullcrap. They look at all the applicants and pick the best traits with the best looking girls and the snobby family blood line keeps going.

That's why I entered. Wouldn't it be so funny if a seven got selected and got to go live in the palace. It would wouldn't it because it would never happen. Ill enter and ill watch the news in two weeks time and they will say 35 other girl names but Kim Franwell will not be on there. But if I was going to enter I was going to do it properly. So I borrowed a dress from the young daughter of the family I worked for, brushed my hair out of its usual hay nest into a sleek bun. I even asked the mother to help with make-up before I went and sent my forms off.

Looking in the mirror before I left I couldn't recognise myself. My usual blonde hair didn't look dull and life less, my eyes didn't look tiered and my skin didn't look like it should belong on a corpse. And of all things I actually liked the 3 quarter length lace sleeved black dress. It hugged my body in the right way that actually made it seem that actually ate three meals a day.

But that wouldn't get me selected. Being a seven wouldn't get selected. Nothing is random. It all happens for a reason.

**Hey guys, thanks for reading. There are plenty of spaces left for submissions and I love reading what people think about my writing so make sure to leave a review or just message me :) **


	3. Chapter 3

Christine Tara Swanson, 16, 2

Shopping. I love shopping. I love doing it alone. I love doing it with friends. I love doing it with a credit card and with cash. I just love it. But most of all I like shopping with my best friend late at night when a lot of people have gone home and it feels like its our own little boutique reserved for us. I love my best friend. I really do. She the only one I feel like I can trust. Everyone else from school are such bitches. They usually just spread rumours and gossip but honestly I'm not like that. If I have a problem with someone I will say it in front of them, I will talk to them about it and not do it the cowardly way.

As we were walking to the last store on our late night trip, we walked past the electronic store. Now I'm not one to watch the news much or listen to the weekly reports, they bore me to much. Yapping on and on about budgets and projects and war details or news about other countries. It just doesn't interest me. (But I got to admit that I do sometimes watch it just to watch Prince Rowan) so iv missed the big announcement.

"This weeks big news is that Prince Rowan has finally announced his selection. What do you think this years girls will be like?" I stopped in my tracks and turned to the TV that was on in the window. The selection. How could I have missed it?! Of course he would have been announcing it anytime but a week after the horrible news of his parents dying?

I'm so glad I went shopping. After I had gotten home I rummaged through my wardrobe and couldn't find anything that was suitable for my selection form. I brought the latest style of dress. Fitted all the way to the ends where it flared out a little bit. It finished just above my knees and I thought it looked cute. Oh my gosh this selection is going to be amazing.

Alice Trainer, 17, 7

I sat at the small table in our family's tiny shake of a house and watched our broken TV. My mother had come in just before the weekly report had come on but decided that she would go bed. Sitting on my own with stale bread that I occasionally nibbled at I watched the weekly report go by with cuts and static. It was mostly just budgets this week with no news about the royal family. That was until his majesty stood up.

"...I have decided to hold my own Selection.." I sat up from were I was practically lying on the table. A selection? Haha, I just had the crazy idea that I could actually enter and get picked but that would never happen. I turned off the TV, grabbed the back of the sofa that was not even a foot away and slumped into it.

I had a dream that night of being picked from the millions of girls in Illéa and walking up the steps of the palace. I almost laughed myself away. I woke up to my mother shaking me awake. I blinked against the bright sunlight that streamed through the window.

"You got a letter." I sat up right and looked at the letter she had place in my lap.

"This is the Selection forms. Mum I cant enter"

"Why not? You eligible like every other girl in the country. Plus I think it would do you good instead of being in this shady shack all day every day."

"Mum you know why, plus how will I get there to hand the form in? I don't even have anything to wear. And you know its not actually random? They pick the girls before they show them 'picking' the girls on TV. And even if I do get picked what am I going to do. I cant do anything. Iv seen a video tour of the palace. They have a lot of stairs."

"If you get picked then they will have to accommodate. They cant pick you, get you there and be like. Oh I'm sorry but because we are lazy ass hats you have to go home. No. Plus if you get picked we get a little money. Think of what we could get. We could buy a better house. Or an actual tomb stone for your father."

I sometime forget that my dad isn't with us anymore. He used to work so often it feels like he's still out there in the world, working to help keep his family alive. Even though it cost his.

"Plus, we do have a dress. You can use my wedding dress. I could afford much so its a hand down from my old employer's daughter. So technically its not actually a wedding dress."

"Mum.."

"No. I will not hear of it. You will use my wedding dress, you will fill the forms out and you will stand in line and hand those forms in. weather I have to hold you there or not."

"Fine. Gosh mum you didn't have to put up such and argument." We both laughed until she went to find a pen.

Maybe my dream will come true after all.

**Hey guys! Hope you enjoyed these intros. Theres still plenty of places left. But I am throwing in some random names so that everyone gets a chance to hang out with the prince and or girls. Please review to tell me what you think so far or PM me. Thanks for reading and hope to see you next chapter :) **


End file.
